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1 ua rageing Vein, 
3 Eyen to the Dregs and Squeeſings of the Brain, 
1 . Some ſtrain the laſt dull-droppings of their Senſe, 
And rhime with all the Rage of Impotence. 
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E T nice Remark, with an exploring Ken, 
L Survey ſagacious, every Claſs of Men; 
From him whoſe Peacock Grandeur claims our Awe, 
To him, who. pillows in the ſcanty Straw; 


From him, who Slave to Pageantry and Power, 


- Rolls in the Waves of Fortune's golden Shower: 


B o the 
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To the poor tatter'd Wretch, who all K long 
Toils hard, and cheats his Labours by a Song. 
Then ſay, from all the Miriads which ſurround, 
This Cope of Earth, this habitable Bound, | 
This Heaven-rais'd Manſion, kindly given to Man, 
And wiſely med on God's nobleſt Plan: 

Say, from each Rank, how very few we find 
Fraught with a genuine Equity of Mind; 

Who, large of Soul, in Spirit finely juſt, 

And little clog'd by this embodied Duſt, 

Dares give to Senſe, ſuperior, Senſe $ due; 

Such Men there ae, — but, mighty Gods, how fewl 


Mean are the Many, far the larger rge Part, 
Are curt d 123 Snake-like Wickedneſs 5f Heart; 
A fell Malignity 2 deep enſhrin' d 


In this frail Maſs of Fleſh, and every Mind - 
. Vilely 
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Vilely diſeaſes-—Röttenneſs of Soul 
Creates a mental Chaos'thro' the whole--- 
Malice its paramount on every Breaſt 
The Morals tainted- - Furies ſnatch'the reſt. 


O cou'd Find, in what: peculiar Part, 

In what curs'd Corner of this peccant Heart, 
Foe to my Peace, the Fiend Detraction crept, 
Or where her Hell · born Siſter; Envy, ſlept, 
(Ready, at Merit's Bliſs, enrag d, to ſtart) 
Fierce at tha Snakes, theſe honeſt Hands I'd dart, 
And daſh them from my Vital, to the Ground, 
Tho' my Life Blood ſhould iſſue at the Wound 
Rail ne er ſo long, this Envy is a Thirſt, 

with which, in ſome Degree, we all are curſt; 
The Begger hates his better of the Kg 
... He ſhews his Rivalry, and owns the Hag. 
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The rich Man burns, (as Ztna fierce) to ſee F 


His niggard Neighbour richer ſtill than he; 


Each Placeman ſneers a Sarcaſm at his Brother, 
And even Rogues are jealous of each other. 

The Lover feels the Demon rack his Prada, | 
When Chloe quits TE a freſher Swain: | 


Othello ſtorm'd and roar d amain, we kn, 


When once the Rage of Envy gave the Blow, 


And Authors, tis obſerv'd, with. direful Rage, 
Unnat'ral War, with Brother Authors wage; 


And Candour ſhews Shame, Shame upop his Pen, 


That Slander fires the Hearts of little Men — 


Blaſting Oblivion catch har Wretch's Verſe, | 
Brand the foul Line with Heaven's ſevereſt Curſe, 
Its Author ſcorch, ye Light nings, as he ſcrawls, 


Condemn'd to ſcribble in a Dungeon's Walls, 
8 Guilt's 


e 


. 
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| Guilt's ſhameful Rubric his vile Cheeks o'erſpread, 

And Scorn diſcharge her Quiver at his Head | 

Let hiſſing Infamy his Fate proclaim 

A Daſtard, damn'd to everlaſting Fame; 

May Indignation toll his Paſſing-Bell | 

And as his Soul ſneaks from this Earth to Hell, 

May conſcious Demons, with infernal Ire, 

Stir with freſh Wrath the never-ending Fire ; 

O be he hunted down thro either World | 

And be at laſt in deep Perdition burl'd, 

Who, Parts perverting, ks. his runeleſs Lays, 

To wound that Merit, Honour ought to praiſe : 

Who, baſely jealous of another's Fame, 

Plays the ne Stabber of one worthy Name; 

And Foe to Nature's al. — Connecting Plan, 

With envious Aim, unrivets Man from Man. 

C Thus 
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Thus Satire opens all her daring Soul, 

Darts the keen Taunt, and ſpurns at all Controul ; 
Her awful Voice ſtrikes Dread thro' Wa Ear, 5 
And . Wits grow tamer as they hear. 

The Blood mounts angry on each changeful Face, 
And flings on every Cheek the red Diſgrace; 


In each mad Eye Wrath's living Light'ning burns, 


And the writh'd Brow diſtorted various, turns 

Into ten thouſand Wrinkles; while each Lip 

Unable its Serenity to keep, 4 

Quick quivers to the Motion of their Hearts, 

While Conſcience twits them with ſore Lack of Parts: 
They rage: even muſe-rid Talloxs catch th' Alarm, 
And feel their Blood. (in Spite of Nature) warm: 

Thus by Heav'ns kindling Ball, even Worlds of Snow 


 Sun-looſen'd, feel a Momentary Glow. 


They 


They Rage-—for which with ſupplicating Bend, 
I Thanks repay, to this chaſtiſing Friend- 
Imperial Satire, whoſe unerring Dart, 
Can pierce, ye Powers 106 ſtrange, a TalLox's Heart. 
Juſt is the Fury of the Muſe; her Page 
Scorns all unmanly, all diſhoneſ? Rage: 
But when ſome Caitif, with a Giant's Pride, 


Aſſumes the School-taught Frown, the Pedant's Stride ; 


Spins out the flimſy N eework of his Brains, 

And libels human Kind in haughty Strains: 

When Things like Canpovs, on the Muſes Art, 

A Stigma throw, all Virulent of Heart, 

When they, for direful Purpoſes, of Strife, 

Draw, (Cut-throat like) on Men of Worth, the Knife ; $ 
When ſuch, to furfeit on a bleeding N ame, 

(As Devils laugh, to ſee a Soul on Flame) | 
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Enſlav d to Infamy, in Vice grown old, 

A bhameleſt Character diſgrac'd, bebeld 

With horrid Tranſport: Shall the tuneful Power 
Sport with fair Silvia in the waving Bower, | 

Rove with the balmy Breezes of the Morn, 

Or trip with Fairies the inchanted Lawn; + 
Or friſc with bounding Lambkins o'er the Plains, 
Or ſing to Ladies, lady-labour'd Strains; 
Forgetful of her Force---Oh Shame 1---Oh Pride! 
Firm virtuous Pride forbid it---brace this Arm 
With mighty Vengeance: This ſtung Boſom warm 
With Lion Fury: Then by Sea and Air, 

By him that made this veſty World, I ſwear, 

Each Line ſhall ſtrike ſome black Defamer dead, 
And een Cnet hang hiv confildie s 
Drop from his blacken'd, unnerv'd Hand the Pen, 
Nor dare to rouſe my noble Rage again: 


Elſe 
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Elſe may ſwift Ruin, tear this worthleſs Frame, 

And Conſcience like a Vulture on my. Fame 
-Continual gue, be wit is marhi,* works, 

Be my Muſe branded with ſo great a Curſe, 

That Slaves, like Caxpour, more audacious grown, 
May ſteal my Thoughts, and vend them as their own J 
As ſoul-ſtain'd Ruffians, at; the Hour of Reſt, 

(When Peace fits Centinel on every Breaſt, 

When ofer each honeſt Eye ſoft Opiates creep, 

And even Woe ſlumbers in the Arms of Sleep) 

With Fraud inſidious from the lowing Fold, 

Pacing on Tip-toe, (fearful to unfold 

Even to the darkeſt Night, their darker Deed) 

Bears off their N eighbour's Flock, and bid them bleed; 
Then ript and man gled, hangs them up to view, 

And robs at once their God and Neighbour two. 


'D Dar'ſt 
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Dar thou to think, (Perdition catch the Thought, 


l Be it for ever damnꝭd, yet neter forgot; 


Be it with Horror nam! d, in after times, 


And riſe the Ghoſt of thy long- buried Rhimes) 
Dar'ſt thou to think, thou ſhalt unload thy Mind 


Of all its Rancour, thus on human Kind, 

Yet ſcape the Scourge of Satire? No, its Laſh 
Shall try thy rank, rank Folly, to abaſh. 

'Tis Juſtice leads me on, and tis her Plan 

I mean to make you follow, if I can; 

Yet know, I do not wiſh thee to commend, 
"Tis mere, mere Pity, bids me be thy Friend ; 
All Ties with foul-lip'd Scandal I abhor, 

And wage with Dunces a perpetual War. 


Tho injur d Honour bids me quickly cruſh 


The rock-ribb*d Wretch, who fins without a Bluſh: 
$4. ; | Let, 
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vet, mark me well, obſerve my wholſome Scheme, 


And henceforth, ſtrike a Line, twixt Senſe, and Whim. 


| If, with that vaſt globoſity of Lead, 
Which ſtep-dame Nature gave thee for a Head, 
To Rhime and Wit again, you make Pretence, 
And rifle that pure Virgin CoMMoN-SENSE 3 
If, lull'd by Fancy's folly-ſoothing Dream, 
Vou dip your Pen in Satires bitter Stream; 
If, by ſome God, or Dæmon tis decreed 

Poor Wit, a Martyr to thy Rage ant bleed; 
If, ſmit with fierce Gen the Brain, 
You brave the Pillory and the Club again; 
If, baſe-born Brats of Verſe abroad you fling, 
With Tongue of Viper, but without the Sting; 
If, the ſrorn'd Counter, proudly you reſign, 
To meaſure awkwardly each limping Line; 


You plague the World, to pleaſe that Idol ſelf; 
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If, as you grow more old, you grow more vain, 


And fancy Rapture, in your own weak Strain, 


At each vile Thought extatically gaze, 
And quaff the rich Ambroſia of Praiſe 
Pour'd by thyſelf, in Vanity's light Glaſs, 
And turn to Gold, thy deſpicable Braſs. 


As Monkies o'er an Inſtrument will pace, 


(While joyous Grins, fit ſmirking on each Face ;) 
F ancying ſweet Muſic frolicks on their Sar, 


At each excruciating Squall they hear ; 


If dreadfully reſolv'd to play the Elf, 


Attend my Cautions, which from Reaſon flow, 


And tremble at the Rock s, that lurk below. 


When e'er your Senſes, ſteals the dangerous Fit, 


And Fancy goads you to expoſe your Wit, | 
When 
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When ſeiz d, full ſudden, in ſome luckleſs Hour, 


By the ſtrange Impulſe of the rhiming Power, 
When puff d by Vanity, and fann'd by Pride, 
| The Day-book and the Ledger's thrown aſide; 
88 Twere well, (by way of leſs ning the Offence 
| 'Gainſt angie Grammar, Sentiment, and Senſe, _ 
1 | Which now all butcher'd bleed:) In that mad Time, | 
= | Twere well, if Prudence check'd th audacious Rhime, 
Confin'd thy Irfalts t0:che Auf) M | 9 
The ready Railer, or the drowſy Drone ; 


1 The pamper' d Wretch, luxurious at his Board, 

| | | | The abject Penſioner, or menial Lord; 

* The Fool who heeds the Bubbles of a Name, 
The Soul-gall'd Villain dead to Senſe and Shame; | 
The Knave, who ravages the Realms of Sleep, 
Or they, who Proftitution's Vigils keep ; 


* | That 
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That Tyrant, who by harden*'d Avarice led, 

Plucks from the Lips of Want, its well-carn*d Bread; 
Him, who with damn d Dexterity of Face, 

(O Shame! That Vice can ever fin with Grace) 

Can bid each Feature look a Lie, for Pay, 

Wind round the generous Heart, and then betray - 
Him, who regards the Timid with Diſdain, 

And Him who glories in another's Pain 

Such, well deſerve the Bard*s ſevereſt Rod, 

Here Satire claims a Plaudite from God. 


With Lance in Hand, (like famd La Mancha's Knight) 


Encounter Slavery with all your Might, 

The Patriot Paſſion burning in your Eye, 

For Freedom vanquiſhd, or for Freedom die: 
Folly*s fantaſtic Palaces invade, 

Scoundrels in Place, and apron's Rogues in Trade, 


Souſe 
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Souſe on whole Troops of Simpletons, at once, 
And fix the Brand of Dullneſs on the Dunce 2 
Conſtrain the marble-boſom*d Wretch, to feel, 
And, 36a Artery, kindle future Hell ; 

Lay the vile Heart of poliſh*d Falſhood bare, 
And lunge at every Snake eneradled there. 
strike the foul Heart with Satites ſharpeſt Steel, 
And ſcorn, one honeft Dictate, to conceal; 
Start naked Truth, diſdains all flaviſh Fear, 
When Men run mad, tis juſt to be ſevere: 
Where e'er one Giant, or one Pigmy Sin, 
Flutters without; or raukles deep within, 

There ſhall your Muſe, from Rage, deduce Applauſe, 
A bold Knight Errant, in an honeſt Cauſe; 
Triumph ſhall clap: her Hands, on Virtue's Hill, 
And, call you Lozy Carzy FusTICE or Tur QUILL. 
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But, if to glut that vain inglorious Pride, 
You bring Detraction on the Muſes Side; 
If, deſtitute of every letter'd Art, 

You vomit forth the Venom in your Heart: 
If wanton Cruelty your Mind inflame, 
As dead to Charity, as fond of Fame; 

If, every feeling of the Man forgot, 

You vilely ſtrive one worthy Name to blot ; 
If Merit ſuffers from th' injurious Rhime, 
Or, if you brand Misfortune, as a Crime; 
If, deaf to Honour, Falſhood for your Guide, 
You rail at Virtue with a Pedant's Pride ; 
If, againſt Diffidence, you lift the Rod, 
And cenſure Actions worthy of a God; 

If, ſneaking Envy, in thy horrid Breaſt, 
Swells with Malignity upon thy Creſt; 


8 
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If thou the Errors of . Friend bring forth, 
Becauſe thou can'ft not bear ſuperior Worth; 

If, thou dar'ſt raiſe, on Beauty's Cheek, a Bluſh, 
Or ſparſf, where ſober Reaſon bids thee cruſh ; 
If thou, (damn'd Hypocrite) in ſmooth Diſguiſe 
Of Candour, Candour's mildeſt Laws deſpiſe; 

If ſpleen-gall'd Slander, thy Invention burns, 
And Prejudice, and Paſſion, take their |  _ 

In thy frail Mind---if Blaſphemies gainſt Men 
Again employ thy acrimonious Pen 

Then ſhall Reflection darken all thy Soul, 
And deep Damnation following, cloſe the whole 3 
Eternal Infamy ſhall mark thy Name, = 

And plunge thee headlong in the Gulph of Shame: 
Would you a Critick's Reputation gain, 

And all their envied Requiſites attain, 


E 
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« Firſt, to nice Nature, your Obſervance pay, | 
For ſhe; to Taſte, will lead the nobleſt Way; 
Reaſon, our Sovereign, then demands your Care, 

And ſolid Judgment, ſhould thy Homage ſhare; 
Pity's ſoft Balm, ſhould "wage the Critick's Gall, 


For Pity, Friend to one, is Friend to all: 

And what, 1 aſk, in all this boaſted Art, 

Is half ſo ſweet, as tenderneſs of Heart? 

When Manly Feelings are allo d to be 
Scholaſtic Arrogance ds laid aſide 
Humanity prefers her gentle Suit, - 

And Wit no longer wiſhes to confuteʒ 
Then, from our View, all Blemiſhes are led, : 
And the Soul rules the Paſſions of the Head; 
Our Learning and our: Mantiers then refine, 

And Genius ſtamps a Star on wan Line 
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